I played, but I played badly, for I could not keep my
thoughts on the game. Three times I knocked the pin
over. Once I missed the ball completely. Questions were
twisting and turning in my mind. What was this man
trying to get out of me? Those questions of his had not
been idle. What was the point of them? Did he suspect
me of taking the photographs intentionally? And mingled
with those unanswerable questions was the thought that
this man could not be a spy. There was something about
him that made the idea seem absurd. A certain dignity.
Besides, did spies quote Hegel? Did they read Nietzsche?
Well, his own answer would do there: cWhy shouldn't
they?' What did it matter, anyway? One might just as
well ask: 'Do spies make good husbands?5 Why shouldn't
they? Why not, indeed?

'Your shot, my friend.'

'I'm sorry. I was thinking of something else.'

'Oh!' He smiled slightly. 'This can't be very enter-
taining for you. Shall we stop?'

'No, no. I had just thought of something I had for-
gotten to do.'

'Nothing important, I hope.'

'No, nothing important.'

But it was important. I would telephone Beghin, throw
myself on his mercy, explain the loss of the camera, ask
for Schimler's room to be searched as mine had been.
There was the excuse of the false name. But if only I
could get one concrete piece of evidence against him,
something that would establish his connection with the
camera, something that would satisfy me that I was not
making a stupid mistake. Supposing I were to take a risk!
Supposing I were to ask point-blank if he had a camera?
After all, it could do no harm now. The person who had
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